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Gravity 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: Extreme violence and death. 


This fic was inspired by the Helloween song \"The Departed\’. |\'ve always pictured a guy standing on the edge 
of a rooftop when | hear it and just ran with it. Thanks to Lia for the look over :) 


He stood on the edge of the rooftop, eyes fixed on the deserted alley below. Sadness and pain filled his body, 


tears rolling down his face and lips whispering a last minute declaration. 


Only a few cars drove by on the main street for this bleak Sunday morning. Wind whipped through his long 
hair, half covering his face from the tiny world below. 


He spread his arms out wide, damp eyes slipping shut. A sigh filled the air around him, echoing the unrest 


inside. 


It was over now, nothing left to do. 


His eyes opened, gulping one last breath of this life. 

He walked back from the ledge, hands shaking at his sides. 

A whip of wind nudged his body forward. Even the elements knew what he must do. 
He bit his lip, arms spread-eagle and jumped off the building. 

Leaves scattered on the ground below, blown around suddenly. 

FEEFEE 


Marko rolled out of bed to sit on the edge. He reached over to his nightstand for his cigarettes. A sigh 
escaped his lips before lighting one. 


A million thoughts ran through his head. Some of today's work and some of the past. 


He sighed again and scratched his belly. Smoke weaved out of his lips, eyes trained on the blank white 


apartment walls. 


There was never a need to furnish it with anything. He never spent much time in it other than to sleep. His 


work kept him out at all hours of the night and it was a wonder that he ever got any sleep at all, 

Sunlight peeked through the drawn blinds, urging him to reveal the world outside. 

He snorted to himself and got up to head for the bathroom. 

Every day started the same way: cigarette, shower, clothes. He never bothered to deviate because he saw no 
point in doing so. He was a creature of habit you could say; always dressing the same way, always driving the 
same paths to work. 

Today, however, was not like any other day. 


It could turn out as easy as pie, or it could end with someone dying. 


Marko switched on the shower and snubbed out his cigarette into the overflowing ashtray on the bathroom 


shelf. 


3K REE KK 


Elias sat in a car in front of a non-descript building. He sighed to himself and stared down at the documents in 


his lap. Various papers were strewn over the front seat of his car. Notes and photos. 


Today was the big day for him. A meeting with the notorious crime boss Kakko, one of the four Northern King 
bosses of Finland. He figured it would either go smoothly or he might end up with more holes in his body than 
he wanted. 


He knew they would test him, like any other crime boss would The key was to keep his cool and go with the 


flow. It was that exact reason he was chosen in the first place. 

There should be no problems with the initial meeting. The only person he had to watch out for was their head 
bodyguard - Marko Paasikoski. He was not to be trifled with in the slightest, if the sinister stories of his past 
doings were any indication 

Elias sighed and gathered up the papers into a folder. Fingers ran over the pictures of the Kakko family with 
their entourage. One face in the photo stuck out to him every time he glanced at it. Don Kakko's only son Tony 
was standing to his left wearing a blue pinstriped suit. His eyes were what captured Elias’ attention the most. 


Intense brown eyes that seemed to leap out of the photo and stare right through you. 


He shuddered and slipped the photo into the folder. The more he looked at it, the more he wanted to see those 


eyes in person. 
EE 
Henkka felt around on the counter for his rag, rough hands groping in the darkness. 


His life had always been in the dark. Ever since birth, he'd been blind. He felt no shame in it, but his parents 
thought otherwise. 


He'd been out on the streets since he was fourteen, fending for himself. One chance meeting got him a job as 


bartender for the Kakko family. 
All he had to do was try to steal Tony's wallet. 


It was just money to him. Something to buy cigarettes and food with. He didn't care who he took it from, just 


that he got money to survive. 
Tony saw something else in him. He took pity on this lost kid and welcomed him into his home. 


Henkka had always wondered why Tony did it. He could have killed or made him disappear in an instant for 
stealing his wallet. But he didn't. 


Half the time, he figured it was because he was blind. He couldn't see what kind of torture they inflicted on 


their captured prey. And since he kept his mouth shut, there was no risk in telling anyone else. 


Not like he ever left the Kakko compound. Instead, he lived through the various family members and associates 


of the family that asked for a drink. They would end up telling him their problems, lamenting about the world 
and how hard it was to run a successful mafia. He would listen and nod, sometimes even offering some advice 
if need be. 

Henkka sighed and wiped off the counter top with the damp towel. Something was off today, some unknown 
tension set his teeth on edge. He had no idea what it was, but something was going down today and there was 


nothing he could do about it. 

KEKEKE 

Tony shuffled out of his father's office with a frown on his face. It deepened at the realization that he would 
never run the organization while his father was still alive. He'd worked so hard at recruiting new people and 
carrying out his father's wishes, but for what? 

He sighed and headed to the bar in the corner. He smiled to himself, watching Henkka sigh and polish glasses. 
Henkka lifted his head and smiled. "Hey Tony." 

Tony chuckled and sat down at the bar. "How do you always know it's me?" 

Henkka grinned. "Easy - it's your aftershave. Its the same one you've been using since you were a teenager." 
Tony grabbed some peanuts from a dish. He shoved them into his mouth all at once. 

Henkka rolled his eyes under his black sunglasses. "That good, huh?" 

Tony sighed and stared down at the polished wooden surface. "Today's not my day, it seems." 

‘Its only morning, what could have happened already?" 

Tony sighed again. "Henkka, have you ever fallen for someone you shouldn't?" 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Why do you ask? And what does this have do with today?" 


Tony shuffled in his seat, eyes fixed at the bowl of peanuts. "Everything. l.l fell for someone and my father 


found out. He was ready to disown me, but he changed his mind at the last moment." 
Henkka sighed. "Let me guess, it was Jani?" 
Tony's glanced up at Henkka with wide eyes. "How.how did you know?" 


Henkka snorted. "| may be blind, but I'm not deaf. | happened to run into you two in the garden one night. | 


never said anything about it because it was none of my business." 


Tony sighed. "Well, that won't happen again anytime soon. | just found out that Janis body was floating in a 


river." 

"Man, that was fast. Was it your father's doing?" 

Tony shrugged. "I have no idea. Maybe. Or maybe some other mafia, | dont know." 

Henkka reached across the bar and touched Tony's shoulder. "I'm sorry.” 

"Its not your fault: | just.t just wish | wouldn't fall for people that easily" Tony sighed. "Hell, | followed some 
guy a couple days ago to an outdoor restaurant. | watched him frown and stare down at papers for twenty 
minutes before he left" 

Henkka snorted. "That's not a way to please your father: 

"| know, | just-have you ever been in love Henkka?" 

Henkka shuffled his feet. "Not really’ 

"But you've had feelings for someone?" 

Henkka frowned and grabbed his towel to scrub the bar. "Maybe. | don't know" 


Tony snorted. "For someone that doles out kind words, you certainly are quiet about this." 


Henkka sighed and raised his face up at Tony. "I don't know what | feel. Sometimes | get this feeling that they 


like me too, but in the end it's just something random." 
"Yeah, | can understand that. Is it Marko?" 
Henkka flushed and shook his head. "N-no, its not Marko. | don't know why you'd think that." 


Tony grinned and patted the bartender on the arm. "Your secret is safe with me. And for the record? | think 
he likes you too." 


Henkka flushed again and ducked his head to cover his face with his curly reddish hair. "R-really?" 
Tony chuckled. "I think so, though you'll have to ask Marko about that." 


"Ask me about what?" 


Tony's eyebrow rose and he turned around in his seat. "Well, if it isnt Marko Paasikoski.” 


Marko rolled his eyes and sat down next to Tony. "Got any milk, Henkka? My stomach is acting up’ 
Henkka nodded and poured a glass. He slid the glass into Marko's hand. "There you go." 

Tony frowned. "What's wrong?" 

Marko shrugged. "I don't know, just something feels off today” 

Henkka's head rose. "I thought it was just me." 


Marko glanced over at Henkka. "You too? Good, then it's a valid feeling. Sometimes | tend to worry too much 


about things.” 

Tony patted Marko on the arm. "Not that you could tell or not. You've got the face of a poker player." 
Marko smiled to himself and took a sip of milk 

96 EEE EK 

Elias walked inside the non-descript building, eyes searching around for signs of life. 

A burly man stood in front of the inner door, eyes trained on Elias’ approach. 

Elias swallowed the lump in his throat. "Hello, I'm here to meet with Don Kakko." 

The man's eyebrow rose. "Is that so? Who might you be?" 

Elias stood his ground. "Elias Viljanen" 


The man nodded and moved away from the door. "Down the hall to the right. Be sure you go straight there 


and no detours, lest you want me to have deal with you." 


Elias grimaced and nodded. "Right, of course. Down the hall to the right. Got it" 
EKEK 
Brown eyes searched out in the darkened hallway. They widened to see a room open up on the left. 


Elias kept walking, for fear of any involvement from the burly guard. The eyes of others watched his 


movement as he continued down until he reached the last door on the right side. 


He paused at the doorway, angry voices stopping him in his tracks. 


"The discussion is over, Tony. I've already given you my answer. Why must you keep pushing this?” 


Tony's body sagged in defeat at his father's words. "Because I've given everything to this family, and you're 
basically telling me l'm not worthy." 


The don snorted. "You are not worthy. You've disgraced your family with your little escapades with Jani. When 
you prove to me that you can handle it without any perverse distractions, then maybe | will reconsider my 
position Until then, the matter is closed." 

Tony opened his mouth to say more, but the don held up his hand to silence him. 

"Enough! l'm not going to discuss this any further in front of our guest" 

Tony frowned. "Guest?" 

The don motioned to the door. 

Tony whipped around to be face to face with Elias. 

Elias swallowed hard, angry brown eyes sized him up with just one glance. "I didn't mean to interrupt.” 

Tony's eyes widened briefly and then back to normal. He turned back to his father in confusion. "Who is he?" 
The don smiled and leaned forward on his desk. "He's Elias Viljanen, hopefully our new bookkeeper. We shall see." 


Elias nodded and held out his hand for Tony to shake. 


Tony glanced down at it, a frown covering his face. He sighed and walked past Elias out of the room without a 


word 

Elias blinked and turned to the don. "Did | do something wrong?" 

The don waved his hand for Elias to sit down "Ignore Tony, he's just being difficult as usual.” 
FREKKE 

Tony paced the length of the outer area, cursing under his breath with each step. 

Marko sat the bar and sighed. "Give it time, Tony" 


Tony glanced up with a scowl. "Time? I've given it my life, and for what? To be tossed aside!" 


A voice rang out from the upstairs stairway. "Tony Kristian Kakko, get up here this instant!" 
Tony sighed and made his way up the spiral staircase to the top floor. 

A frail hand grabbed his suit and pulled him inside a room. The door slammed behind him. 
"Sit down" 

Tony sighed again and sat in a nearby chair. 


The woman shook her head in disgust. "What is it that you think you're doing by disgracing your father like 
that?" 


Tony bit his lip. "You knew, didn't you?" 
The woman's eyebrow rose. "Knew what?" 
"That they would be replacing Jani today." 


The woman sighed away the building anger and sat down on the bed beside Tony's chair. "Yes, | knew. How long 
did you think we would last without a bookkeeper?" 


Tony's eyes drifted shut. "Mummu, it just happened, how..how can he already be interviewing someone new? 


Did he know in advance?" 
| hope you're not suggesting that your father had anything to do with Jani's death?" 


Tony spread out his hands. "Why not? He made it perfectly clear that I've disgraced the family with my 
relationship with him. Why not take him out once and for all?" 


Grandma Kakko sighed. "Maybe in the old days that might have been true, but | don't think your father killed 
that boy. Regardless, you need to get past it" 


Tony scoffed. "How do | do that? Everything reminds me of him and I'm not even given a proper time to mourn 


him. You can't cut out my heart and expect me to be right again. l'm not like him" 


Grandma Kakko snorted. "I can see that. You've never been like him since the day you were born. Most sons 


would do what their fathers told them, but you had to challenge him every step of the way." 
Tony stared down at the worn wooden floor. "I can't help it, that's who | am." 


Grandma Kakko reached out a hand to stroke Tony's hair. "You're more and more like your mother every day, 
God rest her soul." 


Tony frowned. "I miss her. l.l miss the way she would stand up for me against my father. | miss her loving 
touch when | felt down" 


Grandma Kakko sighed. "It's unfair that you lost her so young, but life moves on You will get past Jani just like 
you did with your mother's death." 

calmed me like no one else could do. I'll never get over him." 

IK 

Elias followed the don out of the office and down the hall 


The don motioned Elias to the bar. "This is the bar area. You can request anything to drink at all hours the 
day. Henkka, the bartender, is always here." 


Henkka snorted. "You make it sound like | sleep here, sir.” 

The don smiled and pointed at Marko. "This is Marko Paasikoski, our family bodyguard." 

Elias winced and extended his hand. "Nice to meet you." 

Marko blinked and then shook Elias‘ hand. "Be good to them or I'll break every bone in your body." 
Elias' eyes widened and he took his hand back quickly. 

Tony chuckled and sat down at the bar. "Beer, please." 

Henkka nodded and poured him a glass. 

The don frowned in Tony's direction "There's not going to be any problems with Elias, right Tony?" 
Tony sighed and shook his head, eyes staring straight ahead at the wall. "No, not all. Welcome, Elias." 
Elias mirrored Tony's sigh. "It seems I've done something wrong. Whatever it was, | apologize." 
Henkka snorted. "Its nothing you've done, Elias. Its just..well, Tony." 

The don sighed. "Henkka is correct. I'll walk you to the front door. Be here at 8:00am sharp tomorrow." 


Elias nodded, eyes still on the back of Tony's head. "Of course. Is there anything else | need to bring with me?" 


The don shook his head. "Just yourself" 

9K EEE EK 

Tony stared down into his beer and sighed. 

The don echoed Tony's sigh and headed back for his office. 

Henkka bit his lip. "That went well. 

Marko reached for the whiskey Henkka slid over to him. "As well as a heart attack. Who the hell is that guy?" 
Henkka shrugged. "No idea. Never heard him before." 

Tony sighed again. "| have." 

Marko frowned and turned to Tony. "You have?" 


Tony nodded. "Yeah, he was the one that | followed to the restaurant a couple days ago." He took a sip of his 


beer. "| had no idea he was a bookkeeper. Actually | figured he was a cop or something.’ 
Marko snorted "You followed a random stranger?" 


Tony sighed. "I was walking downtown looking for Jani and he just happened to walk in front of me. So | followed 


him because he was something interesting to look at" 
Marko's eyebrow arched. "But you didn't talk to him until today?" 
Tony shook his head. "No. | just watched him until he left the restaurant. After that, | came back here." 


Marko scoffed. "And do | have remind you that wandering around by yourself is dangerous? There are many 


people that want you and your father dead. That's the whole point of my job." 


Tony rolled his eyes. "It was broad daylight, Marko. No one is going to shoot me then If it's going to happen, it 
will be at night." 


Henkka rubbed down the counter. "Well, lets hope you're right. Marko has a point." 


Tony finished off his beer and got up from the stool. "You both are acting like my father. | can take care of 


myself, and have done so since | was a teenager.” 


Henkka took the glass and called after Tony. "Being extra careful is never a bad thing!" 


Tony waved his hand and walked upstairs to his room. 
Marko snorted. "Not like he ever listens anyway.’ 


9 EE KK 


Elias stared at the books and entered the money entries, taking care to keep them separate. Like any good 
mafia family, they kept two books: one for the cops to discover and the real one. 


Don Kakko walked into Elias’ office and studied him before speaking up. "Elias." 

Elias‘ head went up. He straightened up in his seat. "Sir?" 

Don Kakko smiled. "Would you like to join the family for dinner tonight? It's a special occasion" 
Elias opened his mouth and then closed it again. "OF course, I'd be honored to attend" 

Don Kakko nodded. "Good. We leave for the restaurant at 8:00pm. Don't be late." 


Elias watched the don exit and grabbed a nearby phone. He dialed a number and waited, eyes trained at the 


door for anyone approaching. 

The line clicked on. 

Elias took a deep breath. "Tonight at 8:00pm. Dinner." 

He replaced the phone on the cradle and went back to work. 
Tony stood outside the door, eyes darkening in anger. 

FEFFE 

Don Kakko got up from the table. "Good meal as always, Antony." 
The head chef bowed. "My pleasure to serve your family again" 
Tony walked around the table to stand beside his father. "Father, | need to talk to you before we leave." 
Don Kakko brushed Tony's arm away. "Not now, Tony." 

"Please, it's important." 


Don Kakko sighed. "Don't you ever get tired of this topic?" 


Tony scoffed. "It's not about that! Its something else. Please, just five minutes." 
Marko walked to the other side of the don "We have to wait for Tommy to fetch the car anyway." 


Elias stood in front of the don. "im sure Tommy has already grabbed it. It's not like this place is packed with 
people. We're the only guests." 


Tony glared at Elias. "We didn't ask your opinion" 

Don Kakko walked forward and Elias got out of the way. "We can discuss this back at the compound." 
Tony grabbed his father's arm. "Please! | need to talk to you." 

Don Kakko stopped walking and turned to Tony. "Stop. We will discuss this later. That's the end of it" 
Tony sighed and followed his father. 

Marko bumped Tony's shoulder and whispered. "What's wrong?" 

"| don't know, but something is going to happen tonight 

FEKK 


Don Kakko walked out of the restaurant, his family and entourage behind him. He studied the black car in front 
of him, with Tommy smiling beside it. 


Heavy feet of the don trod on the lengthy path from the front door to the curbside. The darkened night 


surrounding their every move. 

A single shot rang out in the deserted street. 

Tony's eyes widened, hands feeling along his chest for a wound. 

Tommy ran for them, shouting at them to get down. 

Tony looked forward and saw his father collapse to the ground. He screamed out and ran for his father's body. 


Elias glanced up at the building across the street, eyes finding the fourth floor window with the sniper. He 
made no motion to the shooter. 


Tony screamed. "No! You can't take him!" 


When Elias went to turn to Tony, a flash out of the corner of his eye made him look back at the shooter. 
The sniper raised the rifle and aimed at Tony. 


Elias froze in place and then lunged for Tony, pushing him flat on the ground. The bullet missed them by a 


couple inches. 


Tommy glanced up and aimed at the shooter with his machine gun, blanketing the fourth floor with a shower 


of bullets. 
The shooter disappeared from view, lying dead on the apartment floor. 


FEKK 


Tony shoved Elias off his body and scrambled to his feet. He glared down at Elias with hatred in his eyes. "You 
fucking bastard, you did this!" 


Elias opened his mouth to say something but Marko hauled him up. 
Marko shook Elias' body. "Who do you work for? Tell me quickly before | kill you." 


Tommy grabbed at Marko's arm. "We need to get out of here. | can hear sirens in the distance. The cops wil 
be here any second!" 


Tony shook his head. "I'm not leaving without my father." 
Tommy threw his hands in the air. "Fine, we'll take him with. Let's just go!" 


The three men carried the don's lifeless body and put him in the backseat. Tony and Marko climbed in with 


him, while Elias climbed in the front seat. 
Tommy stepped on the gas and sped away from the restaurant. 


9 EE EE 


The car screeched to a halt in front of the non-descript building. Tommy climbed out, helping Tony and Marko 
with the don's body. Elias went for the front door to open it. 


Tony called out to the guard. "My father's been injured. Get my grandma!" 
The guard nodded and disappeared inside. 


Elias propped the door open to allow the three men past. He tried to get any of them to look at him, but all 


avoided him like the plague. 
Grandma Kakko carefully walked down the spiral staircase, helped by the front guard. "What happened?" 


Tony gasped for breath and glanced up. "He was shot in front of La Famiglia by a sniper. Tommy took out the 
sniper when he tried to take me out." 


Grandma Kakko kneeled beside he son. She reached out and touched his forehead. "There's nothing | can do for 
him, Tony." 


Tony nodded. "I know, but | didn't want the cops snatching the body. l.l just wanted him to be laid beside his 


own father in our family plot.” 


Grandma Kakko gripped Tony's arm tightly. "Then you did correctly. I'll call up the family doctor to have it 


taken care of." 

Tony got up from the ground and sighed. He looked down at his father's body. "I won't fail you again, | promise." 
RIK 

As the don's body was taken away, Tony rounded on Elias and decked him. 

Elias tumbled to the floor, hands going up to protect his face from further onslaught. 


Marko turned to Tony. "lim amazed you waited so long. | half expected you to try to hit him when we were 


carrying the body." 
Henkka shuffled over to the gathering to stand beside Marko. "What's going on?" 
Marko sighed. "The don was murdered outside of La Famiglia. | assume Elias set us up." 


Tony loomed over Elias‘ body with tightened fists. "You're damn right he did! | heard him telling someone on the 
phone about the dinner tonight" 


Elias winced. "| had a feeling you heard me. That would explain why you tried to get your father's attention at 
the restaurant." 


Tony glared at Elias. "Shut up. | didn't ask you to speak.” 
Marko's eyebrow rose. "Who is he? Cops? CIA? FBI?" 


Henkka snorted. "My bet is the cops. | knew something was off about him." 


Elias glanced up at Tony. "They were only supposed to take out your father. | had no say in this, just to tell 


them when and where." 


Tony scoffed. "Why did you even bother to save me? You could have let me die like my father. Why have less 


blood on your hands?" 

Elias looked away. "I dont know. You weren't part of the deal. There was no need for you to be killed” 

Tony rolled his eyes. "Until lve gotten too big like my father had. Save it, you're going to die at my hands." 
Marko cracked his knuckles. "I look forward to that! 

“Tony 

All gathered turned around to face Tommy. 


The blond sighed. "He saved your life, something that none of us did Whether it was selfish or from orders, 


you're here and your father isn't" 
Tony snorted. "I'm not letting him live for this. He dies like everyone else who has crossed this family." 


Tommy sighed. "Tony, I'm not going to tell you how to run your family's business, but | don't think it's a good 
idea to kill him now. Why not wait a while or hold him for ransom? 


Marko cocked his head to the side. "That does sound like something your father would have done. Right after 


breaking his kneecaps so he couldn't escape." 
"He's right." 
Tony sighed and turned to his grandma. "| had a feeling you'd say something." 


Grandma Kakko smiled and patted Tony on the arm. "Let's at least find out who he works for. Then you can let 
Marko play with him." 


All eyes turned to Elias on the floor. He swallowed hard and glanced up at them. "I can't tell you that. And 


really, it doesn't matter anymore. My life is over now." 
Tony cocked his head to the side. "It is, but why do you say that?" 


Elias sighed and played with his hands. "As soon as | got in your car and headed back here, my life ceased to 


exist. | was supposed to escape from the premises and meet with them to negotiate my wife's release." 


Tony frowned. "And since you never showed up... 


"They killed her. That's why | did what | did. | didn't even know your family before this." 
Marko snorted "How do we know that you're telling the truth?" 


Elias shrugged. "You can't, | guess. There's no way I'll be able to go back home and fetch the ransom note. I'm 
sure they've trashed my place by now." 


Marko turned to Tony. "What do you think?" 


Tony frowned. "I'm not sure. Have Gregor investigate it for us. There must be something out there proving 


your story" 
Marko nodded and left the gathering for the phone. 

Elias bit his lip and looked up at Tony. "What are you going to do to me?" 

Tony sighed. "I don't know. Did you mess with our books as well?" 

Elias shook his head. "No, those are correct: | was once a bookkeeper years ago." 


Tony nodded. "Well, you might as well stay that way for now, until we check out your story. Though you are 


restricted from leaving this building. Geno will now be your shadow." 
The front door guard cracked his knuckles. "I'll see to it, boss." 


3 REE EK 


Elias wandered into the courtyard, Geno slowly following behind him. He stretched in the summer morning. 


Arms wiggled by his sides to warm up his sleepy muscles. 
Geno stood at the entrance of the garden with his arms folded over his chest. 


Elias arched on the balls of his feet, arms raised above his head. He took a deep breath and then slipped 


effortlessly into a martial arts stance. 
Geno's eyebrow rose. "What are you doing?" 

Elias took another deep breath and switched his position "A mixed form of martial arts" 
"Why?" 


Elias sighed. "Because if | don't, the muscles will break down and I'll have to start all over again. It only takes 


ten minutes every morning.” 

Geno blinked. "But you're not a bodyguard here. Why bother?" 

Elias snorted. "You don't have to be a bodyguard to know martial arts. | find it very relaxing." 

Marko wandered outside and stood beside Geno. "What's he doing?" 

Geno shrugged this bulky shoulders. "Some martials thing. | don't get why anyone would do that." 

Marko chuckled. "Well, you definitely wouldn't need it" 

Geno rolled his eyes and pointed at Elias. "He's a bookkeeper. Unless books start attacking, there's no need." 
Elias sighed. "| wasn't always a bookkeeper. Up until a couple months ago, | was a detective." 

Marko stared at Elias. "You were a what? Why the hell didn't you tell us this before?" 


Elias shrugged and moved into a different position. "| didn't think it mattered. It's not like | was investigating the 
Kakko family. The kidnappers provided all the information to me." 


"Still, | need to tell Tony that. Anything else you're hiding?" 
Elias shook his head and advanced with his kata to the bushes. "Not that | can think of." 


9 EE EK 


Tony! stared down at the walled garden below. Brown eyes transfixed on the movement of Elias' body. He bit 
his lip and sighed. 


His father wouldn't approve. 

Not that it mattered anymore. He was in charge now. 

He could do whatever he wanted. Within reason, that is. 

Tony sighed again, eyes never leaving Elias' form for a moment. 


There was something not quite right with Elias and it had bugged Tony from day one. Something that just 
didn't jive about his story. 


Though the thing that worried Tony the most was how fast he'd believed Elias' story. Normally he would be 
the first one to dispute and torture Elias until he gave the right answer. 


But he didn't. 


Tony couldn't quite figure it out. Elias wasn't that gorgeous to look at, but for some reason he managed to 


capture Tony's eyes. Even when he didn't even know Tony was looking. 

A telephone buzz broke Tony out of his concentration. 

He wandered over and picked it up. "Yeah?" 

"Hey boss, it's Gregor. | got the information you wanted." 

Tony sighed, eyes finally leaving the window when Elias disappeared from view. "Ok" 


"Well, it seems that pretty much all he said was true. They found the body of Ms. Viljanen floating in a lake 


outside of town. She was murdered." 
Tony nodded. "Had she been dead long?" 


"Nope. Less than forty-eight hours according to our mole with the cops. There's no way Elias could have killed 


her since he's been with you the whole time" 
Tony sighed. "Yeah. But wait, you said pretty much. What didn't fit with his story?" 
"Only one thing - he ain't no bookkeeper. He's a detective" 

Tony swore under his breath. "You're shitting me" 


"Relax, he wasn't snooping us. He worked for jilted lovers who suspected their spouses were cheating on them. 


Tailing, toking pictures, that sort of thing. | had some boys look over his place and found nothing special" 
Tony nodded. "Still, km going to have a few words with Elias later" 

Gregor chuckled on the other end. "Going give him the thumb screws and whips?" 

Tony grinned. "You know me too well” 

"That | do, boss, that | do. | gotta go. Paulo fucked up the print job again" 

Tony chuckled. "Give him the once over for me" 


"Will do." 


The phone clicked in Tony's ear. He stared at the bedroom door and sighed. 

So many questions and so little answers. 

9 EEE EK 

Marko came out of the garden and ran headlong into Tony. 

Tony grunted and tried to push past. "Marko, out of my way." 

Marko held fast. "We need to talk about Elias." 

Tony wiggled in Marko's arms. "| need to talk to Elias. It can wait." 

Marko shook his head. "No, it can't. There's something you need to know about him." 

Tony stopped moving. "He's a detective." 

Marko let go and stared at Tony. "How did you... 

Tony snorted. "Gregor just told me. His story checks out other than that." 

Marko rolled his eyes. "Why do | even bother going to you? You always know it before | do.” 
Tony grinned at him. "Its my job to know." 

3 EE EK 

Elias tapped on his calculator and wrote numbers into the books. 

Tony stood in the doorway, arms folded across his chest, watching the bookkeeper work. 
Elias snorted and put down his pen. "You might as well come in. Looming over makes me nervous." 


Tony wandered into the office and sat down in the chair opposite Elias‘ desk. He sighed and leaned back. “Elias, 
what am | going to do with you?" 


Elias glanced over at his boss. "Hopefully not have me killed” 
Tony chuckled. "No, you're too valuable still. Or so others keep telling me." 


Elias' eyebrow arched. “You're the boss, why does it matter what others think?" 


Tony shrugged and played with his hands in his lap. He glanced at the empty walls. "Chaos has to be controlled 
at times. My father used to say | was a ball of chaotic energy trying to bend others to my will. Now | 
understand what he meant." 


Elias sighed and went back to work. "I wasn't following your father, if thats what you're wondering." 


Tony snorted. "No, the only thing on my mind is - why. Why did you get my father killed? Why were you, a 
third rate detective in every regard, ordered to carry out that task?" 


Elias licked his lips and put the pen down again. "I already told you, they forced me to do because they had my 


wife." 


Tony wiggled his finger in the air. "Wrong. There's no way you're that powerful to have you do something like 
that. Why did they really have over you?" 


Elias shoved his books to the side and propped his chin up with elbows on the desk. "I got into trouble with the 
Laiho family. One of my assignments was to tail a husband for this paranoid wife. Usually nothing happens, but 
that night something did." 


Tony clucked his tongue. "You saw something you shouldn't have." 


Elias nodded. "| got out of there as fast as | could. But they found me, and told me | was a dead man unless | 


did what they wanted. Apparently Don Laiho doesn't like your father." 


Tony snorted. "That's an understatement. My father burned him so many times over the years I've lost count. 


Hell, even his punk kid Alexi told me | was a dead man if | ever set foot near Lake Bodom." 


Elias sighed. "At first, | resisted doing anything for them. | didn't do anything wrong." He leaned back into his 
chair. "Then they took my wife and tortured her while talking to me on the phone. That changed my mind." 


Tony watched Elias glance away. "I bet” 
Elias pulled his books back. "That's pretty much it. I've lost my job, my wife and my life because of one night" 


"Indeed. But you didn't have to. You could have escaped after my father got killed. There were bullets shooting 


around us to distract me or Marko." 
Elias entered in a few more numbers into the long columns. "Maybe." 
Tony snorted. "Thats the biggest question of all for me. Not if you're telling the truth, which | will follow up 


with Gregor on by the way, or whether you're worth my time now. The biggest question is, why did you save 
me? Alexi would have probably let your wife live if you'd killed me." 


Elias sighed. "I don't know. | still don't know why | did it. It was just..." 
Tony's eyebrow arched. "Yes?" 
"It was just instinct. You didn't see him aiming and | could save you. Simple as that." 


Tony scoffed and shook his head. "Bullshit. | don't believe a word of that. You acted because you had a reason 


and | damn well want to know what it is. Who are you working for, even inside here?" 
Elias threw his hands into the air. "I'm not working for anyone, Tony. How would | even contact them if | was? 
You have me followed around twenty-four hours a day by your bodyguards. | wouldn't put it past you to have 


them watch me sleep as well." 


Tony leaned back in his chair and sighed. "We need to figure this out, Elias. | doubt you want to be here for 
the rest of your life." 


Elias shrugged and added more numbers to the book. "It's not like | have anything to go back to. If | wasn't 
here, I'd be dead" 


Tony frowned and reached out his hand for the desk, but then brought it quickly back. 


Elias snorted. "| don't want your pity, Tony. Save it for someone who cares." 


Tony bit his lip and got up from the chair. He placed his hands flat on the desk in front of Elias‘ book. "That 
wasn't pity." He sighed. "I'd rather you be loyal to me than be at odds with me." 


Elias scoffed and glanced up. "I'll be your bookkeeper, nothing more. If you don't like it, then kill me. It's as 
simple as that." 


Tony nodded and walked away from the desk to the door. "Very well.” 
Elias went back to his books, a frown covering his face. 


Tony stood outside the door with his back flat against the wall. His eyes drifted shut, a long sigh escaping his 
lips. 


9 EEE KK 


Henkka sighed at the bar. His face pointing toward Tony's position, even if his eyes couldn't see him. He reached 


into the case, pulling out a bottle of red wine and pouring into a glass on the counter. 


Tony snorted from across the room. "Subtle, Henkka" 


Henkka shrugged. "You sounded like you could use one." 


Tony walked over to the bar. He sat down in the chair facing Henkka. "Sometimes | wonder if you really can see 


and are just pretending." 


Henkka chuckled. "Marko said the same thing a couple nights ago. What can | say, | listen really well. And even if 


| can't see the frown on your face, | can hear you sigh." 

Tony sighed and took a sip of the wine. "For a kid caught steal from a don's son, you make a great bartender" 
Henkka snorted. "It's not like | had a choice, Tony. It was either this or death." 

Tony frowned and glanced up. "What are you talking about? | never threatened you with that." 

Henkka shook his head. "No, but your father did He was less than thrilled that I'd managed to steal your wallet, 
so he gave me a choice. Stay here and do something useful, or disappear. You don't have to be a genius to 
figure out what that means." 


Tony frowned. "| never knew he threatened you. | just..! just thought he tried to scare you or something." 


Henkka sighed. "There's a lot that your father kept from you. | may not see things, but | can hear them. Just 
like | can hear that you've fallen for yet another bookkeeper.” 


Tony flushed and took another sip of wine. "I don't know what you're talking about." 
Henkka snorted. "The door was open, Tony. | heard the whole conversation" 


Tony bit his lip and stared over at Elias' office. The angle of the bar cut off the entrance from sight. " just 
wanted to know why he did it. It's a simple question" 


"No, you wanted him to tell you that he cared. There's a difference." 
Tony shrugged. "Maybe." 
Henkka scoffed "Not maybe, Tony, thats exactly what you want. To know if he feels the same way you do." 


Tony downed the wine in one gulp, grimacing at the tangy aftertaste. He pushed the glass forward and got up 
from the chair. "Thanks for the drink." 


Henkka sighed. "Tony." 


Tony waked away, a frown creepy across his face. 


"Be careful." 
Tony scoffed and waved his hand. "You worry too much." 


Henkka sighed and put the glass in the dishwasher. He muttered under his breath. "And you don't worry 


enough." 


KEKEKE 


Elias stretched in the morning sun, eyes searching around the forested garden for his shadow Geno. No one 


was around. He sighed and wiggled his muscles to warm them up. 
Henkka snorted from the doorway. "Did you manage to shake Geno? That's quite a talent" 


Elias shrugged. "I don't know where he is. Maybe he figured | couldn't do much stretching outside. Its not like | 
got anywhere to go." 


Henkka nodded. "True. What are doing out here anyway?" 
"Can't you see?" 


Henkka snorted. "Not since | was born. Though | can hear you wiggling your arms for something. Hopefully not 
to take a swing at me. Marko would not be pleased with that." 


Elias flushed. ‘Sorry. You seem to see everything, and | just assumed that you could" 
Henkka shrugged. "It's a gift, | guess. And it's not that bad living here. You get free food and board." 


Elias snorted. "And made to feel like a prisoner at all times. Not to mention, | have exactly one other change of 


clothing." 
Henkka winced. "How the hell have you managed to wear that for a week?" 
Elias grinned and slipped into a kata “I've been sneaking down to the basement and doing laundry every night" 


Henkka chuckled and folded his arms across his chest. "That's one way to do it. Though how is it that you 
haven't been spotted by the help?" 


Elias took a deep breath and moved around into another pose. "I've been monitoring when they go down and 


time it later in the night." 


A snort rang out behind Henkka. "You know, you could always buy some more clothes through your bank 


account." 


Elias stopped moving and glanced over at the door. He snorted at Tony's figure. "The Laiho family has probably 
broken into that long ago." 


Tony rolled his eyes. "Not your personal account. How did you think we were going to pay you? A check?" 
Elias thought for a moment. "Actually, now that | think about it, | haven't been paid at all." 


Henkka chuckled. "You have, but it's in your work account set up by Don Kakko. Or rather, Tony's father, God 


rest his soul" 
Elias frowned. "He never told me about that." 


"He probably got killed before he had the chance," sighed Tony. "You get paid on the first and fifteenth of 
every month. In fact, it was my job originally to distribute the money.’ 


Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Who's doing it now?" 
Tony snorted. "Im still doing it. | haven't decided who will be my successor yet” 
Elias moved into a kata and sighed "So how do | access this magical account?" 


Tony shook his head. "Via your credit card. | have one for you in my office. You never said anything, so | 
assumed you didn't need anything.” 


Elias stood still and stared at Tony. "You're kidding me? Did you think | packed a full set of clothes before your 
father got shot?" 


Tony's eyes flared. "Don't get pissed at me because your idea didn't go according to plan. You're lucky I've kept 
you alive this long. If you push me, you'll regret it.” 


Elias walked over and stood right in front of Tony. "Then you might as well kill me right now. I'm tired of being 
under your thumb!" 


Henkka moved in between the two men. "This isn't solving anything. Elias, quit being a dick Tony, stop trying to 


rile him up and tell him already." 
Elias frowned. "Tell me what?" 


Tony sighed away the anger. "It doesn't matter. Just..look Elias, | don’t like this anymore than you do. Its not 


like | keep people here all of the time. Hell, lim not even a don yet so really | don't have the power anyway." 


Henkka frowned. "But you're his son? Doesn't it automatically go to you?" 


Tony shook his head. "Nope. | have to appeal to the other three Northern King bosses to be the next don. And 
if they know about Jani, | won't be." 


"Just like that?" 


Tony nodded. "There's no way they'd allow me to be a don after | had a male lover. They frown upon it like my 
father did. My only chance is with their sons." 


Elias frowned. "Why their sons?" 


Tony gave Elias a pained smile. “They're friends of mine. Most of them, at least. The dons have a few sons 
that don't particularly like me, but the more powerful ones do." 


Henkka's eyebrow rose, his head turning to Elias. "You're not fazed by Tony having a lover?" 


Elias shrugged and went back to his exercises. "Why should it matter? Sex is sex, why does it have to be 


different with two guys?" 
Tony stared at Elias. "Really? Most people are repulsed at the thought." 


Elias slipped into another move. "That's their problem. | honestly could care less about that sort of thing. For 
me, if you're drawn to someone, then it's fate that youll be with them in the end" 


Tony bit his lip, eyes watching Elias' every move. "But you would never do it yourself?" 
Elias froze and swallowed hard. "l.l don't know. Maybe." 


Tony walked over to stand behind Elias body. He sighed against the taller man. “Even if you wanted to kill the 


man in question?" 
Elias licked his lips. "I don't want to kill him..l.um..1 don't what | want." 


Tony's fingers reached up to trace the underside of Elias' arms, fingertips circling around in tight patterns. He 


sighed, eyes drifting shut with a deep breath. 

Elias shuddered, feeling Tony's nervous body twitching with anticipation on his bare skin. 

Henkka snorted, arms folded across his chest. "This is the weirdest mating dance I've ever seen" 
Marko raced into the garden. "Tony!" 


Tony jumped back from Elias and flushed. "What? What is it?" 


Marko panted air back into his lungs. "Geno's dead" 
FEFE 

All eyes turned to Elias. 

Elias stared back at them. "What? | didn't kill him!" 


Marko's breath returned to normal. "Geno's still warm. | assume Elias has been here with you two for the last 


several minutes." 
Henkka nodded. "Yeah, at least twenty minutes or more." 


Tony's eyes widened when he glanced over at Marko. "Does this mean someone is running around the 


compound?" 
Marko shrugged. "| have no idea, but it wouldn't be a bad idea to search the area" 


Tony nodded and walked toward the door. He turned around and looked pointedly at Elias. "You coming? Might 


has well have as many people looking as possible.” 

Elias shrugged and left the garden with Marko and Henkka in tow. 

IK 

Marko searched around upstairs with Henkka trailing behind. "You know, you don't have to come with me." 


Henkka felt around the wall. "I'd rather be with someone that gives a damn about me if | get attacked. You're 
one of the few here that would defend my life other than Tony." 


Marko flushed. "I.1 don't know about that. There's lots of people who care about you" 
Henkka frowned. "What's wrong?" 

Marko swallowed hard "Nothing, Just caught me off guard, that's all’ 

Henkka sighed "You're always off guard when we're alone. And Im not sure why." 
Marko opened the closet and peered inside. "No, Im not" 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Yeah you are. | mean, it's almost as if you like me or something." 


Marko closed the door and walked past Henkka, his shoulder bumping the short bartender. "Nothing in here. 


Lets go to the next room” 

Henkka sighed and followed Marko into the hallway. 

SRR REE 

Tony climbed the stairs to the second floor. He bit his lip and looked behind him at Elias. 

Elias eyed him back and cocked his head to the side. "What?" 

Tony shook his head, "Nothing" 

After getting to the top, Tony grabbed the handle to his grandma's door and turned. "Mummu?" 


The stench of death filled Tony's nose and ran over to the side of the bed. There at his feet was the body of 


his grandma. 
"No!" 


Elias rushed over to kneel beside the body. He reached over to touch the side of her neck. A sigh escaped his 
lips, eyes going up to Tony's face. "She's dead." 


Tony fell to his knees, tears streaming down his face. He pulled his grandma into his arms and shook his head. 


'No..no..! need you, Mummu” 

Elias touched Tony's shoulder. "We need to keep searching. There's obviously someone else here" 

Tony's eyes turned cold. "Like hell | willl | just lost my only remaining family. Fuck you." 

Elias opened his mouth to say something and then closed it again 

Marko walked into the room and swore. "Dammit. How the hell did they do this without us hearing?" 
Henkka called from the hall below. "Um Marko, you better come down here" 

Marko walked outside the room to a cacophony of guns cocking. His eyes went wide and he shook his head 


Tony frowned and wandered outside. He swore, eyes finding a sneering blond man in the center. "You! | should 


have known it would be you.” 


"Your worst nightmare, as always," grinned Alexi. 


9 EEE KK 


Tony was shoved downstairs with a gun to his side. His eyes blazed in anger at Alexi. "You're worthless, Alexi. 


Just a little kid with too much power." 


Alexi snorted. "And why is that a bad thing? Don't tell me you didn't love kicking my family down every chance 
you got" 


Tony rolled his eyes. "That was business and you know it. | could give a damn about your family." 


Alexi shoved Tony hard against a nearby wall. "I can see that. You never gave a damn about anyone but 


yourself. And that brat Jani." 
Tony's hands curled into a ball. "You leave him out of this" 


Alexi snorted. "No. He has everything to do with my hatred for you. And | made that known when | slit his 
throat like the stuck pig that he was." 


Tony's eyes widened, head turning around slightly. "You did what?" 
Alexi laughed at Tony's expression. "You heard me. ts justice for what you did to Janne." 


Tony sighed. "Is that what this is about? You're still pissed that your friend Janne got caught in our family's 
crossfire? That happened years ago." 


Alexi punched Tony in the lower back from behind. "He wasn't just my friend He was my lover, you asshole! 


And you killed him!" 

Marko jostled in the arms of two bodyguards. "Touch him again, Alexi, and | will rip you apart piece by piece." 
Alexi rolled his eyes. "And how the fuck do you intend to do that?" 

Marko grinned. "Oh, I'll find a way." 


Alexi walked over to Henkka. He laughed at the barman's attempt to look around the room. "What's this? A 
blind bodyguard? How stupid could you get?" 


Henkka sighed. "You're apparently as blind as | am. l'm the bartender, not a bodyguard" 


Alexi laughed. "A bartender? Why the hell should | let you live?" 


Henkka shrugged. "Hell if | know. At least | wouldn't have to listen to you yammer on anymore." 


Alexi nodded at one of his men. "Kill him." 

SRB EB EK 

The nearest bodyguard gripped Henkka from behind, the blade of a knife at his throat. "This is too easy." 
A gun cocked behind him. "I don't think so." 


Alexi sneered at the man behind his bodyguard. "| wondered where you were, Tommy. I'd remember if I'd 


already killed you" 

"In your dreams, Alexi. Have him remove the knife or he'll be full of holes’ 

Alexi snorted. "Like you'd live, even if you killed him. Face it, you're surrounded just like the rest of them 
Tommy glared. "Try me" 

"Stop" 

All eyes went over to Elias. He swallowed. "I did what you wanted me to do. Leave the others out of it" 


Tony turned his head to look at Elias. "You're a fool. Alexis a snake; he's the last person to make good on a 


deal." 
Elias gaped at Alexi. "But..but you promised 


Alexi laughed. "Tony's right, you are a fool. You really think all | wanted was the Kakko family? | want everyone 
they care about dead too." 


Tony fists clenched at his sides, eyes directed toward Elias. "You bastard, you set me up as well. | knew your 
story was too good to be true." 


Elias opened his mouth to say something but nothing came out. 
Alexi narrowed his eyes at Elias. "Christ, you've fallen for Tony. Why the fuck are people drawn to this idiot?" 


Henkka snorted. "Some of us didn't have a choice. Though given a choice between you or Tony, its Tony all the 
way. He's loyal, while you would stab anyone in the back if given the chance." 


Alexi walked up to stand in front of Henkka. "What the fuck would a blind man know about loyalty? You can't 


see the shit in this world, why would you be an expert on people?" 


Henkka folded his arms across his chest. "I listen. Something that scum like you cant comprehend." 


Alexi backhanded Henkka. "lm tired of listening to you prattle on. Kill him, already. And if Tommy interferes, kill 


him too." 
KEKEKE 
Bullets rang out in the room, bodies flying left and right in the assault. 


Marko ran for Henkka, only to be taken down by a barrage of bullets aimed for the bartender. He collapsed to 
the ground in a heap. 


Henkka dove to the ground, hands feeling around for Marko. "Please tell me you didn't do what | think you did!" 


Marko's body shook, the sudden loss of blood causing it spasm on the ground. "I told you before, | protect the 
family with life. And you..you're part of that family.” 


Henkka placed his hand on Marko's chest, blood pouring forth from the wounds under his fingers. "And you will 


again. You're not dying on me, Paasikoski. Not before | figure out why you act so weird around me." 


Marko coughed, blood slowly filling his lungs. "Like..like you need to ask. You know why. l.l..lo.." His body shook 


one last time, a heavy sigh escaping his lips and then silence. 


Henkka shook Marko's still body. "No, you're not leaving me, you bastard. Not like that when | don't even get a 
chance to say it back!" 


Tommy huddled next to Henkka. "Come on Henkka, we need to get out of here" 
Henkka's hands went up to his face, tears coating his red lips. "I can't! 

Tommy yanked Henkka to his feet and pulled him along. "Yes, you can Now let's gol" 
FEEF KKE 


Tony tumbled to the ground with Alexi on top of him, small fingers wrapped around Tony's neck squeezing the 


life from him. 
Elias shoved Alexi to the side. He readied his fist and aimed it at the blond's face. 
Alexi landed flat on the ground, blood pouring forth from his face. 


Tony glanced up at Elias and snorted. "Again with the saving for no reason This is starting to become a habit, 
Elias." 


Elias snorted back and pulled Tony from the ground. "Think of it as payment for betraying you." 
Tony rolled his eyes and headed for the back door. "Don't get ahead of yourself, Viljanen" 

SRB ER BE 

Tommy pulled Henkka outside and towards the don's car. "Come on, we need to get away from here” 


Henkka wasn't listening, his mind still on Marko's dead body inside. The last dying declaration on his lips never to 


be heard. 

Tommy stopped short when a man appeared from behind the car. 

The man laughed softly. "Well, well. Look what we have here?" 

Tommy sighed. "Of course. When there's one Bodom member, there's always another nearby." 

Jaska rolled his eyes. "You guys are pitiful. Running away with your tails between your legs." 

Tommy glared at him. "I'd rather be alive than dead. You'd think you would have learned that by now." 


Jaska walked from behind the car over to the two men, a machine gun in his hands. "That may be true, but 


what's the honor in that? Isn't that your deal, Tommy? Loyalty to Tony. And where is Tony?" 
Tony snorted. "Right the fuck behind him, you asshole." 


Tommy turned around just in time to see Alexi come out of the compound and aim at Tony. He screamed no 


and ran for Tony. 


Tony turned around, eyes widening at the bullet speeding toward him. He glanced over at Elias in horror before 


crumpling to the ground. 
Elias stared at Tony's body and then turned around to make a run for Alexi. 


Alexi didn't have time enough to reload before Elias’ bulky form tackled him to the ground. Long fingers 
squeezed the life out of his body. Small hands tried to push off Elias in vain, only to egg on Elias to tighten his 


grip. 
Jaska snorted. "Well, looks like | need to find another boss." 
Tommy shot Jaska where he stood, eyes blazing full of anger. "Not anymore." 


Henkka felt around. "Tony? No, dammit, I'm not losing you too." 


Elias climbed off Alexis dead body and knelt beside Tony's. He pulled the don into his arms. "Its my fault. Its 
always been my fault for this.” 


Henkka snorted. "That's not in doubt. You've been the cause of this for a while. Why the fuck are you even stil 


here?" 

Elias bit his lip. "I can't help it. l.l can't help it" 

Henkka patted Elias on the arm. "Yeah, Tony does that to you." 

Elias sighed. "I know, | just..." 

A bullet ripped into the sidewalk next to Elias, stopping him mid sentence. His eyes traveled to the right to see 
Henkka slide to the ground. The black sunglasses that shielded the bartender‘s eyes slipped off his face to 


reveal dead blue eyes to the world. 


Tommy collapsed a half second later. Falling face first onto the ground beside the car that he once drove 


everyone around in. 


Elias let go of Tony's body and pushed himself up to his feet. He closed his eyes, arms outspread and waited 
for death. 


9 EE EK 

Bullets ricocheted around Elias form, missing him by mere inches, but not hitting him. 
Elias shook his head and screamed out in the cacophony. "Come on, kill me already!" 
"Stop!" 

The bullets ceased. 


A gray haired man walked out from the compound and stood beside Elias. He glanced over at Alexi's dead body 


and sighed. "| assume you're the one who killed my son?" 
Elias' eyes fluttered open, focusing on Don Laiho's bulky form. He nodded, but said nothing. 


"I see. Well, | had a feeling he'd end up dead for his little stunts and quite frankly | should kill you where you 
stand. But, | won't." 


Elias stared at him dumbfounded. "You won't? | killed your sonl" 


"Yes, | just said that. You're not very quick on the uptake, are you?" 
Elias shook his head. "You must kill me. | want to die." 
Don Laiho grinned. "Oh, | know you do. | can feel the desperation pouring out of you. But, | won't." 


Elias reached down on the ground and tried to shove a gun into the don's hands. "Please, just do it. I'm no use 


To you anymore." 
Don Laiho tossed the gun away. "That is correct. But, | won't kill you." 


Elias shook his head again and backed away from the don. "Dammit, all I'm asking you to do is something you do 
on a daily basis. Please do it!" 


Don Laiho waved a disapproving finger at Elias. "No. What | will do, is let you go free with the memories of this 


misdeed. It's a far more appropriate punishment than any bullet" 
Tears weaved down Elias face. 


"You will spend the rest of your life knowing that you got a don's family murdered with just one wrong look. 


This will haunt you, break you, and hopefully destroy you. This is what you've earned, Elias." 
Elias dropped to his knees, bloodstained hands hanging limply at his sides. 


The don grinned and patted Elias' head. "Goodbye, Elias Viljanen. May your days and nights be filled with your 


own personal hell." 


Elias stared at the dead bodies surrounding him. People that should have never died this needlessly. He closed 


his eyes, rows of tears forcing them shut. 

A car door slammed in the distance, wheels spinning at top speeds on the asphalt. 

IK 

Elias climbed the remaining stairs to the rooftop and wandered over to the edge, dead eyes fixed on nothing. 
Tears weaved trails on his face and blood-splattered clothes. The blood of friends and bosses, the blood of 


enemies and misdeeds. He was forever marked with it. 


He sighed and whispered into the cool morning breeze. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for ever meeting you, I'm sorry 


for every wanting you, I'm sorry for ever betraying you." 


A black car pulled over to the side below. The engine switched off, but no one emerged. 


Elias' long brown hair swirled in the wind, shielding and revealing his outpour of emotions with every passing 
gust. He took deep breath, eyes slipping shut for one last time. A sigh was the only noise heard on this day. 
The only thing it would ever hear. 


His mind knew what he must do, even if his body was unsure. There was no more to this life, it had been over 


for a while. No use in denying this one last act. 


Elias opened his eyes, seeing nothing and everything wrong with his life. Images of bodies falling to the ground, 


dying at his own hand, flashing in his mind like a silent movie on constant repeat. 


He backed away from the edge for a moment, uncertainty gripping his body while fear ran rampant through 


his mind. 
Was this the right decision? Should it end another way? 


The wind answered his unrest by nudging his body closer to the end. They knew what was right, why must he 


waver? 
Elias bit his lip hard, blood running down his chin in a slow trickle. Just like the remaining minutes of his life. 


His eyes slipped shut, body being pulled by the elements in one full swoop. He spread his arms, as if to catch 
the wind like a bird. To fly away from this life once and for all 


Elias' body toppled off the roof like a ragdoll, smacking down to the empty alleyway below. Muscles twitched on 
his dying form, the loss of blood would do the rest. 


A car window rolled down, revealing the face of Don Laiho looking out. He sighed and declared into the wind that 


surrounded his car. "Farewell, Elias. Though death will not erase your past, only actions do." 


The car sped away just as the morning sun lit up Elias' fallen body. One last sigh escaped his lips before 


darkness claimed him. 


